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penetrated by bodies of fugitives at one
point or another, even by day, still more
under cover of night.
I was much struck during this march
by an instance of heroism on the part
of two village matchlockmen which de-
serves record, and which, if it had been
performed by natives of a European
country in defence of their homes, would
have been sung by poets in patriotic
ballads, and would have eafried for the
brave actors an immortality of applause.
The scouts of the advanced guard
were approaching a very broad deep
" nullah" which I had been ordered to
reconnoitre with the view of finding a
practicable way across it for our guns.
On the lev^l plain behind us, under the
bright sun, moved slowly onwards the
strong body of Cavalry, of which we were
merely the forerunners. Beyond the
" nullah," nestled among its fields and
mango groves a small village, from
which emerged two tall peasants, clad in
their usual white cotton working clothes,,
each of them carrying a matchlock.